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However, Norton and Somervell got up at
dawn on June 4th full of hope. At the start
one of those little contretemps occurred which
annoy so much in travel. The cork came out of
the thermos flask, the eagerly anticipated hot
drink was emptied, and they had to go through
the weary task of fetching and melting snow to
make another hot drink. Theoretically, leaders
of Everest Expeditions ought to see that corks
do not come out of thermos flasks. But accidents
will happen in the best-regulated expeditions.
Norton and Somervell started at 6.45 and struck
off to the right in a slanting direction south-west-
ward along the North Face towards the summit,
which was about a mile distant as the crow flies
and 2200 feet above them. They might have
struck upward and got on to the top of the Ridge
and followed it along but they preferred to keep
under its shelter. It might have been too windy
on the top. The drawback to this course was that
at the start, when they most wanted the sun,
they were in shade. They trudged slowly up a
broad rocky shoulder making for a patch of sun-
light. And at length, panting, puffing and some-
times slipping back on the scree, and so compelled
to stop to regain breath, they attained the sun-
light and began to get warm.
They crossed the snowy patch with Norton gal-
lantly chipping steps in front, and about an hour
from camp reached the bottom edge of the broad
yellow band of rock which is such a conspicuous
s